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Summary: They say almost only counts in horseshoes and handgrenades , 
but does the same go for luck? Lyla is running from her past and 
hoping to start a new life on the road but what she doesn't realize 
is her past will soon catch up to her. 


If It Means A Lot To You 

**A/N: I noticed there aren't many Sami Zayn fics out there so I 
wanted to change that and create a purely SZ fic. I'm in love with 
his adorable character and I hope you will be to. Enjoy!** 
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><p><em>"<em>_Elight 428 to New York City has been cancelled were 
sorry for any inconveniences this may cause and the staff here at 
JetBlue would be happy to help find an alternative way to get to your 
destination. Thank you for Choosing JetBlue"_ 

I roll my eyes at the overly happy voice that came from the petite 
blonde standing at the JetBlue terminal. I knew she was just trying 
to be helpful and do her job but I wanted nothing to do with her or 
the fact that I was stranded in the Orlando airport at 9:40pm on a 
Wednesday night, especially not after I had spent over 12 hours 
flying from Dublin to Orlando. I was cranky and in no mood to have to 
talk to people but I knew finding a way to New York was inevitable 
since I had no choice in the matter, but that was a long story for 
another day. 

**_"_*** *_where are you? have you left from orlando yet? I can't wait 
to see you pook"_** 

I look down at my phone and sigh at the text message from my older 
sister. I knew that she dreaded me coming to New York as much as I 
did because she now felt responsible for me. I was like a burden 
weight that she just wasn't prepared to carry but offered to do so 
anyway. I didn't blame her though because I was a mess the past few 



months and a true terror to anyone around me. I couldn't be trusted 
to take care of myself like the adult I was supposed to be so I was 
shipped off to be in America with my sister, in hopes that I would 
turn back into a functioning citizen. 

**_"_*** *_just landed in from Dublina€ 1 flight to NYC is cancelled 
though. I need to find alternate route. Let you know soon"_** 

I type the quick message out on my phone and slip it back into my 
carry on. Did I actually want to find an alternative route or did I 
want to take my small ounce of freedom and run away? I heard plenty 

of good things about American cities and knew that I since I was 

technically an American citizen I was fine. But after all the running 
away from my problems I had done in the past two years I knew that it 
was time to make amends with my demons. One of those amends started 
with repairing my broken relationship was my older sister. 

Rebecca was the star of the family and she rightfully deserved it. 
Becky spent her whole life bettering herself, making our parents 
proud, and constantly overshadowing me. The six years between us 
seemed like an entirety when you looked at the maturity level. She 
had the head on her shoulders and a wonderful job, I was the family 

fuck up with a college degree I wasn't using and a broken personal 

life. I was grateful she was letting me follow her on the road, 
letting me get away from demons that haunted me back home. I just 
wish it was out of the kindness of her heart and not because our 
mother called her sobbing one night because I binged so bad she 
thought I was going to die and didn't know how else to handle me. I 
wish that I didn't disappoint my parents to the point that they 
thought I was going to drink myself to death. Moving to America and 
traveling with Becky was the only alternative to my parents kicking 
me out and forcing my to go to rehab to fix my addiction. 

"Hello, how can I assist you tonight M'am?" 

I stared at the blonde in front of me wearing her ruby red lipstick 
and heavily lined eyes that tore me out of my thoughts. One look at 
her told me that she hated her job, I could tell in her sickely sweet 
voice. She wanted to be anywhere but here and I didn't blame 
her . 

"My flight got cancelled and I need to find another one that will get 
me to New York by Friday at the latest" I replied cooly, exhaustion 
laced in my voice 

The blonde typed in her computer, occasionally glancing up at me . I 
mentally noted that she was trying to figure me out, trying to get a 
read for my character. I smiled warmly at her when she started to 
stare at me again. 

"All flights to JFK airport tonight have been cancelled. All the 
others for tomorrow are booked. However there is a Greyhound bus that 
will be leaving in about twenty minutes. It's headed straight for New 
York City and we can offer you a complementary ticket on top of a 
full refund on your flight. Courtesy of the JetBlue family" 

I sighed and nodded "How long is it going to take?" 

"Overall it will take about 39 hours. It is long but it's your best 
bet, since no other flights will be getting to New York on time" She 



replied as she looked at me with an apologetic look 


I take the ticket she offered me and grabbed my luggage to begin my 
way towards the bus terminal. I couldn't believe that after a 
tremendously long flight all the way from Dublin I was about to 
embark on an even longer bus ride from Orlando. The only good thing 
about a 39 hour bus ride was the time to reflect and the time to be 
by myself to mentally prepare for the onslaught of questions that 
would be coming my way from Becky. The questions that would circle 
around one thing; what the hell pushed me over the edge. That answer 
was simple and he had a name that I just couldn't bring myself to 
say . 

We had been together ever since I was 16 and he was 27. He was the 
forbidden fruit that I just couldn't say no to and that was how it 
all started, even though my family and my sister clearly didn't 
approve. We fooled around for years before he would actually make it 
official that we were dating and things were absolutely great. We 
were moving forward and our relationship was progressing towards 
marriage, I even had the huge diamond ring to prove it. Then I came 
home from lunch with my parents one afternoon and I found him in bed 
with someone else, someone that he had been seeing since we first 
started fooling around with each other. The entire last year I had 
been drowning myself in alcohol and parties and despising any male 
that stepped near me. I was sick of living that way and I just wanted 
my life to get back to normal. 

**_"_*** *_any news on a flight pook? I'm anxious to see you"_** 

I look at my phone and crack a small smile. It was nice to be in 
regular contact with my sister, especially since growing up she was 
my absolute best friend. I roll my suitcase over to the bus and watch 
as the driver loads it up along with everyone else's 
luggage . 

**_"_*** *_about to board a 39hr bus ride. Will text you after I wake 
up. I'm dead tired xxx"_** 

I walk online and examine the bus. It was packed with the exception 
of three open seats and none of my options looked to be that 
promising. One was next to an older woman who was already drooling 
and snoring like no one's business. The next was more towards the 
middle and was a young woman who looked like she was strung out and 
trying to run away from her problems, not a good option for someone 
like me. I sighed as I carried my purse with me towards the back 
where a guy in his late twenties or early thirties was sitting. I 
didn't want to have to sit with a man but he was my only choice and I 
could always ignore him and sleep. 

"Do you mind if I sit with you?" I ask tiredly, my Irish accent 
coming out thicker than I wanted it to. 
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><pXstrong>Sami POV<strong> 

"Do you mind if I sit with you?" 

I look up at the voice and notice a girl in her early twenties 
standing in the aisle starring back at me. She had long flowy dark 



auburn hair and beautiful hazel eyes, she also had a gorgeous accent . 
Something seemed so familiar about her but I couldn't put my finger 
on why I was so drawn to the girl standing in front of 
me . 

"Uma€lyeah, sure. Would you like the window seat or is the aisle fine 
for you?" I ask as I get up and help her stick her carry on in the 
cargo holder above us. 

"I'd prefer the window seat but I'll take the aisle since you were 
here first. Thanks for the help" She replied as she sat down quickly, 
unwrapping and preparing to stick them in her ears. 

I watch her intently and raise my eyebrow, there was something so 
familiar about her "Do I know you? I'm sorry but you just look so 
familiar" 

She sighs and looks at me "Yeah, I get that a lot. You're probably 
confusing me with my sister. I'm Lyla" 

Lyla. What a beautiful name for a very beautiful girl. Also she had a 
lovely accent that I couldn't quite pick up on where it originated 
from because it was so heavily masked by her trying to sound 
American . 

I take her hand and softly shake it "Hey Lyla, I'm Sami. I notice you 
have an accent, where are you from?" 

Lyla seems to be a bit taken back but then she smiles, relaxing my 
nerves "Sami. That's an interesting name. I was born here in the US 
but I grew up in Dublin. What about you? I can hear a bit of an 
accent " 

"Wow. I'm impressed. Usually no one can pick up on my accent right 
away. I'm from Montreal but my parents are originally from Syria so I 
kind of grew up speaking Arabic and then French and then 
English" 

She yawns and nods her hair "So you're multilingual? That's pretty 
neat. I'm sure that makes you very appealing to the ladies, Sami" 

I blush and situate my pillow "I don't really date around but I guess 
I'm not unpopular with the ladies either. Where are you headed on 
this trip of yours?" 

"New York City. What about you?" 

I smile at the realization that I would be spending the next 39 hours 
with this mystery woman that I know only knew as Lyla and I couldn't 
be looking more forward to a bus ride. For some reason I'm glad my 
plane to New York got cancelled or else I wouldn't get the chance to 
meet such a lovely girl. 

"I'm headed to New York too. Guess you're stuck with me" I chuckle 
softly, rubbing the sides of my beard 

Lyla nods as she starts to doze, curled up in the blanket that the 
bus provided her. Soon enough she was sleeping soundly, little snores 
coming from her every so often. I knew it was weird to stare at a 
girl I had just met but she seemed so approachable and something was 



familiar about her. Lyla claimed we had never met before so I know 
that we didn't know each other but I couldn't put my finger on her. 
Before I knew it I was dozing in and out of sleep with my head rested 
on the pillow up against the window. When I closed my eyes for the 
final time to sleep I noticed Lyla moved to rest her head on my 
shoulder and I smiled, adjusting my arm so she was sleeping soundly 
against my chest. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : Reviews? Also don't worry I will be writing Tidal 
Waves at the same time. I hope to be able to update both stories at 
least one a week. Oil and Water is on hiatus until I get some more 
feedback and inspiration for it.** 


End 
f lie . 



